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Q  U  E  E 

MADAM, 

MY  only  Title  to  the  great  Honour  I  now  do 
myfelf,  is  the  Obligation  I  have  formerly  re¬ 
ceived  from  Your  Royal  Indulgence  ;  which  I  re¬ 
member  with  the  utmoft  Gratitude.  I  was  indeed 
uneafy,  till  I  had  bethought  myfelf  of  fome  Means 
of  relieving  my  Heart,  by  exprefling  its  Acknow¬ 
ledgment.  My  Inclination  carried  me  to  Poetry  j 
Your  Virtues  determined  me  to  facred  Poetry  above 
all  other  ;  and  in  that  Kind  there  is  no  Subject 
more  exalted  and  aftedting,  than  this  which  I  have 
chofen.  Its  very  firft  Mention  fnatches  away  the 
Soul  to  the  Borders  of  Eternity,  furrounds  it  with 
Wonders,  opens  to  it  on  every  Hand  the  molt 
furprizing  Scenes  of  Awe  and  Aftonilhment,  and 
terminates  its  View  with  nothing  lefs  than  the  Ful- 
nefs  of  Glory,  and  the  Throne  of  God. 

But  this  may  feem  a  very  improper  Seafon  for 

any  Thing  of  fo  grave  and  folemn  a  Nature  to  pre- 

fent  itfelf  before  You,  and  mingle  with  the  Gaiety 

and  Splendor  of  Univerfal  joy  and  Thankfgiving  : 

Yet  if  we  confider  that  the  Thoughts  which  You 

will  meet  in  the  following  Pages,  are  fuch  as  are  ever 

upper  moi  l; 
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*  D  E  D  I  C  sfTj  o  JV. 

uPpermoft  in  Y our  own  Heart  •  and  <■  w  ■  ,)T, 

bi%,  thofe  Great  BIcfiings, which  Yo^*t» 

STd  V  n°fthat  RdiS“S  B“'  of 

Mmd,  and  Virtuous  Difpofition  in  ,heir  Peince  . 

,ht^  T  o'"1  “  “d  Unfealbna- 

.  ’  which  is  the  Root  of  the  Felicity  now  flourilh- 

‘ng  ^0ng  S’  and  ftedding  its  Opened  Fruits  on 

our  JLand. 

* 

whTH;.y  Strangers  t0  y0Ur  who  think, 

when  they  write  to  the  Britifi  Throne,  that  Vifto- 

ries  and  Triumphs  moil  be  their  conllant  Theme  ■ 
they  know  not  there  is  fome,hi„g  you  hold  much' 

,  earer  rhan  either  your  Fortune  or  your  Glory.  They 
have  not  attended  to  Your  Unbounded  Charities  , 

they  have  not  heard  of  Your  Royal  Care  and  Ge- 
neroiity  to  thofe  who  ferve  at  the  Holy  Altar ,  Sy 

-•ever  fufficiently  admired  Your  Refolution  of  build7 

«g  magnificently  to  the  Lord,  and  fetting  wide  the 
Gates  of  Salvation  :  In  a  Word,  they  are  ffifl  to  bc 

wdU,S'^PrUdent  C°Unci,s  and  htccelsfulArms,' 

fecond  gT'  '  Tv  ^ llumbled  Focs.  are  only  the 
lecond  Glories  of  Your  moll  Illultrious  Reign. 

yj,1 3  'ruly  great,  to  behold 

iou  fated  on  your  Throne,  furrounded  with  Your 

f“  f  ounfellors,  and  Mighty  Men  of  War,  if- 

iiiing 
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fuing  forth  Commands  to  Your  own  People ,  or  giv¬ 
ing  Audience  to  the  Great  Princes  and  Powerful 
Rulers  of  the  Eartn.  Put  why  fhould  we  confine 
Your  Glory  here  ?  I  am  pleafed  to  fee  You  rife  from 
this  lower  World,  foaring  above  the  Clouds,  pafling 
the  Firft  and  Second  Heavens,  leaving  the  fixed 
Stars  behind  You ;  nor  will  I  lofe  You  there,  but 
keep  You  ftill  in  View  thro’  the  boundlefs  Spaces 
on  the  othei  Side  of  Creation,  in  Your  Journey  to¬ 
ward  Eternal  Blifs,  till  I  behold  the  Heaven  of  Hea¬ 
vens  open,  and  Angels  receiving,  and  conveying 
You  ftill  onward  from  the  Stretch  of  my  Imagina¬ 
tion,  which  tires  in  her  Purfuit,  and  falls  back  again 
to  the  Earth. 

-it 

What  a  Panegyrick  is  it  on  Human  Nature  to 
confiuer,  that  it  fhall  come  to  pafs  in  fome  future 
Time,  thro’  which  the  Thread  of  Your  Exiftence 
ihall  run,  that  You  Yourfelf  may  forget  this  Glorious 
Tear,  or  make  its  Remembrance  only  ferve  by  Com- 
parifon  to  recommend  fuperior  Honours,  and  more 
Iplendid  Renown  ?  Let  us  tremble  at  the  Power  of 
God,  and  adore  the  Profufion  of  his  Goodnefs  on  us 
his  Creatures  !  We  behold  thee,  O  Queen  !  Great 
in  Pejce  and  War,  Great  in  thy  Alliance,  Great  in 
thyfelf  j  We  fee  Thee  bleffing  thy  People,  andcom- 
pofing  the  Strifes  of  Europe  ;  We  furvey  Thee  in 

this 
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dedication, ; 

this  full  Light,  tnis  Blaze  of  Sublunary  Greatnefs 
and  own  Thy  Glory  is  not  yet  begun. 


Such  Thoughts  might  appear  too  warm  and  af- 
fedted  on  anothei  Occafion  ;  but  they  are  io  natural 
to  him  who  prefents  fuch  a  Theme  tofuch  a  Queen, 
that  they  are  not  without  Violence  to  be  fupprefled. 
When  at  ^  our  Loyal  Leifure  \  ou  turn  over  the 
following  Sheets,  if  you  find  any  Thing  that  encou¬ 
rages  Virtue,  or  difheartens  Vice,  let  it  intercede  for 
Pardon  of  my  many  Defedts  and  Errors. 

That  Your  Reign  may  be  as  Pious  as  it  is  Glo¬ 
rious,  and  give  P oflenty  as  many  Inflances  of  ex¬ 
emplary  Virtue  and  Religion,  as  it  will  of  eminent 
Talents,  and  extraordinary  Capacities  ;  that  it  may 
not  only  fhine  in  Hiftory,  and  be  Great  in  the  ylnnah 
of  tne  Earth,  but  alfo  be  let  down  in  the  Obfervation 
of  Angels,  and  with  diftinguifhed  Charadters  be 
written  in  the  Book  of  Life,  to  give  Joy  at  the 
Great  Day  ;  is  the  conftant  Prayer  of  him  who 
is,  as  moft  particularly  obliged  to  be, 

Tour  Majesty’s 
Moji  Humble , 

And  moji  Obedient  SubjeH, 


h  d  v/  a  r  d  Young, 


? 


-* 
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Verfes  to  the  Author. 

71  YO  W  let  the  Atheift  tremble  ;  Thou  alone 
J  V  Canfi  bid  his  conf cions  Heart  the  Godhead  own. 
Whom  Jhalt  thou  not  reform  ?  O  thou  haft  feen. 
How  God  defcends  to  judge  the  Souls  of  Men . 
fhou  heard’ ft  the  Sentence  how  the  Guilty  mourn? 
Driven  out  from  God?  and  never  muft  return  l 

Yet  more ,  beheld  ten  thoufand  Thunders  fall \ 
And  Judden  Vengeance  wrap  the  flaming  Ball : 
When  Nature  flunky  when  every  Bolt  was  hurl' dy 
Thou  fawfl  the  boundlefs  Rums  oj  the  World . 


When  guilty  Sodom  felt  the  burning  Rain , 
And  Sulphur  fell  on  the  devoted  Plain  ; 

The  Patriarch  thus  the  fiery  Tempefl  paft , 

With  pious  Horror  view'd  the  defart  Wafle  y 
The  refllefs  Smoke  fill  wav'd  its  Curls  around \ 
For-ever  rifing  from  the  glowing  Ground. 


iff 


;  i  j 

ijifi 


But  tell  mey  oh  !  what  heavnly  Pleafure  telly 
To  think  f  greatly ,  and  deferibe  fo  well  l 
How  waft  thou  pleas'd  the  wond'rous  Theme  to  tryy 
And  find  the  Thought  of  Man  could  rife  fo  high  ? 
Beyond  this  World  the  Labour  to  purfuey 
And  open  all  Eternity  to  View  ? 


But  thou  art  befl  delighted  to  rehearfe 
Heavens  holy  Didlates  in  exalted V erfe  : 

O  thou  haft  Power  the  harden'd  Heart  to  warm: 
To  grieve y  to  raifey  to  terrify ,  to  charm  5 
To  fix  the  Soul  on  God  -y  to  teach  the  Mind 
To  know  the  Dignity  of  Human-kind ; 

By  ft r idler  Rules  well-govern  d  Life  to  fcan. 
And pradlife  o'er  the  Angel  in  the  Man. 


Magd.  CoL 
Oxon* 


T.  Wharton. 


To  a  Lady  with  the  Last  D 


AY 


madam,  . 

ERE  faa-ed  Truths,  in  lofty  Numbers  told, 
1  he  Prafped  of  a  future  State  unfold  : 

AJ  C  ^eal™s  of  NiSht  *>  mortal  View  difplay 
And  the  glad  Regions  of  eternal  Day.  ^  * 

his  daring  Author  fcorns,  by  vulgar  ways 

f  guilty  Wit,  to  merit  worthlefs  Praife. 

Full  of  her  glorious  Theme,  his  tow’ring  Mufe, 

i  b  gen  rOUS  Zeal  a  nobler  Fame  purfues : 

Religion’s  Caufe  her  ravifh’d  Heart  infpires. 

And  with  a  thoufand  bright  Ideas  fires  • 

Tranfports  her  quick,  impatient,  piercing  Eve,' 

O  ei  the  ftrait  Limits  of  Mortality, 

To  boundlefs  Orbs,  and  bids  her  fearlefs  foar, 

hjrr,leie  °n  7  bdr lt°n  gain’d  Renown  before  $ 
Wneie  various  Scenes  alternately  excite 

Amazement,  Pity,  Terror,  and  Delight. 

3rJ"U;,c!:d  the  Mufes  fingin  early  Times, 
J^re^fkill  d  to  flatter  Vice,  and  vamifli  Crimes  : 

r^fr  Lyres  were  tun’d  to  virtuous  Songs  alone, 
tind  the  chafte  Poet,  and  the  Pried,  were  One. 

But  now  forgetful  of  their  Infant  State, 

They  footh  the  wanton  Pleafures  of  the  Great ; 

w-dt  thC  ?' refs>  and  the  liccnti'ous  Stage, 

Wita  lufcious  Poifon  taint  the  thoughtlefs  A-e  • 

Deceitful  Charms  attrad  our  wond’ring  Eyes!  * 

And  fpecAous  Rum  unfuipected  lies* 


-  •■  'A- 
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H  /  * 

So  the  rich  Soil  of  India's  blooming  Shores 
Adorn’d  with  lavilh  Nature’s  choice#  Stores, 

Where  Serpents  lurk,  by  Flowers  conceal’d’  from 
Sight, 

Hides  fatal  Danger  under  gay  Delight. 

;  '  *  *  '  v  t  ’  • 

pli;  Cr  T‘10u§hts  from  grofs  Allays  refin’d, 
With  heav’nly  Raptures  elevate  the  Mind  ; 

Not  fi-am  d  to  raile  a  giddy  fhort-liv’d  Joy, 

Whofe  faIfe  Allurements  while  they  pleafe,  deftroy  5 
ijttt  Biifs  refembling  that  of  Saints  above, 

Sprung  from  the  Vifion  of  th’  Almighty’s  Love  : 
Firm,  folid  Biifs,  for  ever  great  and  new. 

The  more  tis  known,  the  more  admir’d  like  You  j 
Like  \  ou,  fair  Nymph,  in  whom  united  meet 
Endearing  Sweetnefs,  Unaffedted  Wit, 

And  all  the  Glories  of  your  fparkling  Race, 

While  inward  Virtues  heighten  ev’ry  Grace. 

By  thefe  fecured,  you  will  with  Pleafure  read 
Of  future  Judgment ,  and  the  rifng  Dead ; 

Of  Time r grand Period,  Heavn  and  Earth  o' erthrown-, 
And gafping  Natures  lajl  tremendous  Groan. 

Thefe,  when  the  Stars  and  Sun  fl tail  be  no  more. 
Shall  Beauty  to  your  ravag’d  Form  reftore  : 

Then  fhall  You  fhine  with  an  immortal  Ray, 
Improv’d  by  Death,  and  brighten’d  By  Decay! 


Pemb.  Col, 

OXQH, 


T.  Tristram, 


B 


U  AT  G. 


On  his  LaflDay,  and  tJnherfal  Pa Jjion\ 

o. 

1 

AN  D  mu  ft  it  be  as  thou  haft'  fling' 

Celeftial  Bard,  feraphie  Young  ? 

Will  there  no  Trace,  no  Point  be  found’ 

Of  all  this  fpacious  glorious  Round  ? 

Yon  Lamps  of  Light  muft  they  decay  ? 

On  Nature’s  Self  Deft™ ct ion  prey  ? 

Then  Fame,  the  moft  immortal  Thing 
Fv’n  thou  can’ft  hope,  is  on  the  Wing. 

Shall  Newton’s  Syftem  be  admir’d, 

When  Time  and  Motion  are  expir’d  ? 

Shall  Souls  be  curious  to  explore 
Who  rul’d  an  Orb  that  is  no  more  ?•' 

Or  fhall  they  quote  the  pictur’d  Age,, 

From  Pope’s  and  thy  corrective  Page, 

When  Vice  and  Virtue  lofe  their  Name 
In  deathlefs  Joy,  or  endlels  Shame  r 
While  \tears  away  the  grand  Machine, 

The  Works  of  Genius  fhall  be  feen  ? 

Beyond  what  Laurels  can  there  be. 

For  Homer ,  Horacey  Pope,  or  Thee  ? 

Thro’  Life  we  chafe,  with  fond  Purfuit,'- 
What  mocks  our  Hope,  like  Sodom  &  Fruit : 

And  fure,  thy  Plan  was  well  delign’d, 

To  cure  this  Madnefs  of  the  Mind ; 

Firft,  beyond  Time  our  Thoughts  to  raife  j5 
Then  lafh  our  Love  of  tranfient  Praife. 

In  both,  we  own  thy  .  DoCtrine  juft  ; 

And  . Fame’s  a  Breath,  and  Men  are  Duft. 


1736. 


J.  Bancss, 


last  d  a  y. 


BOOK  I. 


Jpfe  Pater  media  nimborum  in  noefe ,  corufca 
Fulmina  molitiir  Dextra  ;  quo  maxima  motu 
‘Terra  ,tr emit,  fugere  ferae ,  &  mart  alia  cor  da 
Per gent-eS;  .humilis  Jlravit  favor.-——  Vjrg. 

•  ♦ 

Hix.e  others  ling  the  Fortune  of  the  Great-, 
Empire  and  Arms,  and  all  the  Potnp  of  State  ; 
With  Britain  §  Hero  *  let  their  Souls  on  fire,.. 
And  grow  immortal  as  his  Deeds  infpire  ; 

I  draw  a  deeper  Scene  :  A  Scene  that  yields 
A  louder  Trumpet,  and  more  dreadful  Field  : 

The  World  alarm’d,  both  Earth  and  Heav’n  o’er- 
thrown,  • 

And  gafping  Nature’s  laft  tremendous  Groan  , 
Death’s  antient  Sceptre  broke,  the  teeming  Tomb. 
.The  righteous  Judge,  and  Man’s  Eternal  Doom, ' 

*  The  Duke  of  Mar ibo rough. 

’Twjxt 
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Twtxt  Joy  and  Pain  I  view  the  bold  Defon 
And  afk  my  anxious  Heart,  if  it  be  mine. 
Whatever  great  or  dreadful  has  been  done, 
Within  the  Sight  of  confcious  Stars  or  Sun,' 

Is  far  beneath  my  Daring  :  I  look  down 

On  all  the  Splendprs  of  the  Britijh  Crown. 

This  Globe  is  for  my  Verfc  a  narrow  Bound  • 
Attend  me  all  ye  glorious  Worlds  around  1  ' 

O  !  all  ye  Angels,  howfoe’er  disjoin’d. 

Of  every  various  Order,  Place,  and  Kind, 

Hear  and  affid  a  feeble  Mortal’s  Lays,  < 

. is  your  Eternal  King  I  drive  to  praile. 


^  But  chiefly  Thou,  Great  Ruler  !  Lord  of  all  I 
j.'efoie  whofe  Throne  Archangels  prodrate  fall  ; 
li  at  thy  Nod,  from  Difcord,  and  from  Night  ‘ 

Sprang  Beauty,  and  yon  fparkling  Worlds  of  Light, 
Exalt  e  en  me  j  all  inward  Tumults  quell ; 

The  Clouds  and  Darknefs  of  my  Mind  difpel  ; 

To  my  great  SubjeT  Thou  my  Bread  infpire,  * 

And  raife  my  labouring  Soul  with  equal  Fire. 

* 

Man  bear  thy  Brow  aloft,  view  every  Grace 
In  God’s  great  Offspring,  beauteous  Nature's  Face  : 
See  Spring’s  gay  Bloom  }  fee  golden  Autumn’s  Store  j 
See  how  Earth  dniles,  and  hear  old  Ocean  roar. 
Leviathans  but  heave  their  cumbrous  Mail, 

It  makes  a  Tide,  and  Wind-bound  Navies  fail. 
Here,  Foreds  rife,  the  Mountains  awful  Pride  ' 
Here,  Rivers  meafurc  Climes,  and  Worlds  divide  : 

There, 
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There, Vallies  fraught  with  Gold’s  refplendent  Seeds, 
Hold  Kings,  and  Kingdoms  Fortunes  in  their  Beds  j 
There,  to  the  Skies,  afpiring  Hills  afcend. 

And  into  diftant  Lands  their  Shades  extend. 

View  Cities,  Armies,  Fleets  ;  of  Fleets  the  Pride, 
See  Europe  s  Law,  in  Albion's,  Channel  ride. 

View  the  whole  Earths  vail  Landikip  unconfin’d, 
Or  view  in  Britain  all  her  Glories  join’d. 

Then  let  the  Firmament  thy  Wonder  raife  ; 
Twill  raife  thy  Wonder,  but  tranlcend  thy  Praile. 
flow  fat  from  Eaft  to  Weft  ?  The  labouring  Eye 
Can  icarce  the  cuftant  Azure  Bounds  defcry  : 

Wide  Theatre  !  where  Tempefts  play  at  large. 
And  God’s  Right  Hand  can  all  its  Wrath  difcharge, 
Mark  how  thofe  radiant  Lamps  inflame  the  Pole, 
Call  forth  the  Seafons,  and  the  Year  controul  : 
They  fhine  thro’  Time,  with  an  unalter’d  Ray : 

See  This  grand  Period  rife,  and  That  decay  : 

So  vaft.  This  World  s  a  Grain  -y  yet  Myriads  grace 
With  Golden  Pomp  the  throng’d  Ethereal  Space ; 
So  bright,  with  fuch  a  Wealth  of  Glory  ftor’d, 
’Twere  Sin  in  Heathens  not  to  have  ador’d. 

How  great,  how  firm,  how  facred  All  appears  l 
How  worthy  an  immortal  Round  of  Years  ! 

Yet  all  muft  drop,  as  Autumn’s  ficklieft  Grain, 

And  Earth  and  Firmament  be  fought  in  vain  : 

The  Trad  forgot  where  Cancellation  fhone, 

9r  where  the  Stuarts  fill’d  an  awful  Throne :  ’  ’ 

Time 
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•  .  .  )  ■  ~ 

Time  {hall  be  llain,  all  Nature  be  deftroy’d. 

Nor  leave  an  Atom  in  the  mighty  Void. 

Sooner,  or  later,  in  fome  future  Date, 

(A  dreadful  Secret  in  the  Book  of  Fate  ! 

This  Hour,  for  aught  ail  human  Wifdom  knows. 
Or  when  ten  thoufand  Harvefts  more  have  rofe  ; 

>  »■  y 

When  Scenes  are  chang’d  on  this  revolving  Earth, 
Old  Empires  fall,  and  give  new  Empires  Birth  ; 
While  other  Bourbons  rule  in  other  Lands, 

And  (if  Man’s  Sin  forbids  not)  other  Annes  : 
While  the  ftill  bufy  World  is  treading  o’er 
The  Paths  they  trod  five  thoufand  Years  before, 
Thoughtlefs  as  thcfe  who  Now  Life’s  Mazes  run, 
Of  Earth  difiolv’d,  or  an  extinguifh’d  Sun. 

.  ;;  i  2;  ,  i  1  i  .  •  i  '  ji  •  «.  J.v  .  !  j  * »  ‘  - 

(Ye  Sublunary  Worlds,  awake,  awake  ! 

Ye  Rulers  of  the  Nations  hear  and  (hake  ! 

Thick  Clouds  of  Darknefs  (hall  arife  on  Dajl  j 
In  fudden  Night  all  Earth’s  Dominions  lay  ; 
Impetuous  Winds  the  fcatter’d  Forrefts  rend  ; 
Eternal  Mountains  like  their  Cedars,  bend 
The  Valleys  yawn,  the  troubled  Ocean  roar, 

And  break  the  Bondage  of  his  wonted  Shore  ; . 

A  fanguine  Stain  the  Silver  Moon  o’erfpread  ; 
Darknefs  the  Circle  of  the  Sun  invade  ; 

From  inmoft  Heav’n  inceflant  Thunders  roll. 

And  the  ftrong  Echo  bound  from  Pole  to  Pole, 

When 
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When  lo  !  a  mighty  Tramp,  one  half  conceal’d 
In  Clouds,  one  half  to  mortal  Eye  reveal’d. 

Shall  pour  a  dreadful  Note  :  The  piercing  Call, 
Shall  rattle  in  the  Centre  of  the  Ball  j 
Th’  extended  Circuit  of  Creation  (hake. 

The  Living  die  with  Fear,  the  Dead  awake. 

Oh  powerful  Blaft  !  to  which  no  equal  Sound 
Did  e’er  the  frighted  Ear  of  Nature  wound, 

Tho’  rival  Clarions  have  been  drain’d  on  high. 

And  kindled  Wars  Immortal  thro’  the  Sky, 

Tho’  God’s  whole  Enginry  difeharg’d,  and  all 
The  Rebel  Angels  bellow’d  in  their  Fall. 

Have  Angels  finn’d  ?  and  fhall  notMan  beware? 
How  fhall  a  Son  of  Earth  decline  the  Snare  ? 

Not  folded  Arms,  and  Slacknefs  of  the  Mind, 

Can  promife  for  the  Safety  of  Mankind  : 

None  are  fupinely  Good  :  Thro’  Care  and  Pain, 
And  various  Arts,  the  deep  Afcent  we  gain. 

This  is  the  Scene  of  Combat,  not  of  Red, 

Man’s  is  laborious  Happinefs  at  bed  ; 

On  this  Side  Death  his  Danger’s  never  ceafe,-  • 
His  Joys  are  Joys  of  Conqued,  not  of  Peace, 


If  then,  obfequious  to  the  Will  of  Fate,  j  f 

And  bending  to  the  Terms  of  human  State, 

When  guilty  Joys  invite  us  to  their  Arms, 

When  Beauty  fmiles,orGrandeur  fpreads  herCharms, 

The  confcious  Soul  would  This  great  Scene  difplay,  , 

Call  down  th’  Immortal  Hods  in  dread  Array, 

'  "r  “  ’  "  . .  . '  The  I 
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The  Trumpet  found,  the  Chriftian  Banner  fpread, 
And  raife  from  filent  Graves  the  trembling  Dead  ; 
Such  dee£>  Impreffion  would  the  Picture  make, 

No  Pow  r  on  Earth  her  firm  Refolve  could  fhake  * 
Engag’d  with  Angels  fhe  would  greatly  ft  and, 

And  look  regardlefs  down  on  Sea  and  Land  j 
Not  proffer’d  Worlds  her  Ardour  could  reft  rain, 
AndDeath  might  fhake  his  threatning  Launce  in  vain ; 
Her  certain  Conqueft  would  endear  the  Fight, 

And  Danger  ferve  but  to  fupply  Delight. 

Instructed  thus  tofhun  the  fatal  Spring, 
Whence  flow  the  T errors  of  that  Day  I  fing  j 
More  boldly  we  our  Labours  may  purfue. 

And  all  the  dreadful  Image  fet  to  view. 

The  fparkling  Eye,  the  fleek  and  painted  Breaft, 
The  burnifh’d  Scale,  curl’d  Train,  and  rifing  Creft. 
All  that  is  lovely  in  the  noxious  Snake, 

Provokes  our  Fear,  and  bids  us  fly  the  Brake  : 

The  Sting  once  drawn,  his  guiltlefs  Beauties  rife 
In  pleafing  Luftre,  and  detain  our  Eyes  ; 

We  view  with  Joy,  what  once  did  Horror  move. 
And  ftroijg  Averfion  foftens  into  Love. 

Say  then, my  Mufe,whom  difmal  Scenes  delight. 
Frequent  at  Tombs,  and  in  the  Realms  of  Night  j 
Say,  melancholy  Maid,  if  bold  to  dare 
The  laft  Extremes  of  Terror  and  Defpair  ; 

Oh  fay,  what  Change,  on  Earth,  what  Heart  in  Man, 
This  blackeft  Moment  fince  the  World  began. 

Ah 
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Ah  mournful  Turn  !  the  blifsful  Earth  who  late 
At  Leifure  on  her  Axle  roll’d  in  State 
While  thoufand  golden  Planets  knew  no  Reft 
Still  onward  in  their  circling  Journey  preft  ; 

A  grateful  Change  of  Seafons  fome  to  bring. 

And  fweet  Viciffitude  of  Fall  and  Spring 
Some  thro’  vaft  Oceans  to  conduct  the  Keel, 

And  fome  thofe  watry  Worlds  to  link,  or  {well  * 
Around  her  fome  their  Splendors  to  difplay, 

And  gild  her  Globe  with  tributary  Day  : 

This  World  fo  great,  of  Joy  the  bright  Abode, 
Hcav’n’s  darling  Child,  and  Fav’rite  of  her  God; 
Now  looks  an  Exile  from  her  Father’s  Care, 
Deliver’d  o’er  to  Darknefs  and  Defpair. 

No  Sun  in  radiant  Glory  fhines  on  high  ; 

No  Light,  but  from  the  Terrors  of  the  Sky  : 

F all’n  are  her  Mountains,  her  fam’d  Rivers  loft. 
And  all  into  a  fecond  Chaos  toft  : 

One  univerfal  Ruin  fpreads  abroad  ; 

Nothing  is  fafe  beneath  the  Throne  of  God. 

Such,  Earth,  thyFate  :  What  then  canft  thou  afford 
To  comfort,  and  fupport  thy  guilty  Lord  ? 

Man,  haughty  Lord  of  all  beneath  the  Moon, 

How  mud  he  bend  his  Soul’s  Ambition  down  ? 
Proftrate  the  Reptile  own,  and  difavow 
His  boafted  Stature,  and  afluming  Brow  ? 

Claim  Kindred  with  the  Clay,  and  curfe  his  Form, 
That  fpeaks  Diftinttion  from  his  Sifter  Worm  ? 

C 
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Whaf  dreadful  Pangs  the  trembling  Heart  invade  r 
Lord,  why  doft  thou  forfake,  whom  thou  haft  made  ? 
Who  can  fuftain  thy  Anger  ?  who  can  ftand 
Beneath  the  Terrors  of  thy  lifted  Hand  ? 

It  flies  the  Reach  of  Thought ;  Oh  fave  me,  Pow’r 
Of  Pow’rs  Supreme,  in  that  tremendous  Hour  ! 
Thou,  who  beneath  the  Frown  of  Fate  has  flood, 

»  4  ‘  •  j r 

And  in  thy  dreadful  Agony  fweat  Blood  ; 

Thou,  who  for  me  thro’  every  throbbing  Vein 
Haft  felt  the  keeneft  Edge  of  mortal  Pain  ; 

Whom  Death  led  Captive  thro’  the  Realms  belowy 
And  taught  thofe  horrid  Myfteries  of  Woe  ; 
Defend  me,  O  my  God  !  Oh  five  me,  Pow’r 
Of  Pow’rs  Supreme,  in  that  tremendous  Hour  ! 


Line 


From  Eaft  to  Weft  they  fly,  from  Pole  to 
Imploring  Shelter  from  the  Wrath:  Divine  ; 

Beg  Flames  to  wrap,  or  whelming  Seas  to  fwecp, 

Or  Rocks,  to  yawn  compaflionately  deep  : 

Seas  caft  the  Monfter  forth  to  meet  his  Doom, 

And  Rocks  but  prifon  up  for  Wrath  to  come. 

*  ^ 

So  fares  a  Traytor  to  an  earthly  Crown  ; 

While  Death  fits  threat’ning  in  his  Prince’s  Frown, 
His  Fleart’s  diftnay’d  3  and  now  his  Fears  command' 
To  change  his  native  for  a  diftant  Land  : 

Swift  Orders  fly,  the  King’s  fevere  Decree 
Stands  in  the  Channel,  and  locks  up  the  Sea  ; 

The  Port  he  feeks,  obedient  to  her  Lord, 

Hurls  back  the  Rebel  to  his  lifted  Sword. 

But?' 
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But  why  this  idle  Toil  to  paint  Dhat  Bay  ?■ 
This  Time  elaborately  thrown  away  ? 

Words  all  in  vain  pant  after  the  Diftrefs, 

The  Height  of  Eloquence  would  make  it  lefs  ; 
Heav’ns  !  e’en  the  good  Man  trembles- — 


And  is  there  a  Lafi  Day  ?  and  mull  there  come 
A  Sure,  a  Fix’d,  Inexorable  Doom  ? 

Ambition  fwell,  and  thy  proud  Sails  to  fhow, 

Take  all  the  Winds  that  Vanity  can  blow  ; 
Wealth ,  on  a  golden  Mountain  blazing  Hand, 

And  reach  an  India  forth  in  either  Hand  ; 

Spread  all  thy  Purple  Clullers,  tempting  Vine,  . , 
And  Thou,  more  dreaded  Foe,  bright  Beauty  lliine .» 
Shine  All  j  in  all  your  Charms  together  rile  ; 
That  all,  in  all  your  Charms,  I  may  defpife. 

While  I  mount  upward  on  a  Prong  Delire., 

Borne,  like  Elijah.,  in  a  Car  of  Fire. 


In  hopes  of  Glory  to  be  quite  involv  e!  1 

To  fmile  at  Death  !  to  long  to  be  diffolv  d  ! 
From  our  Decays  a  Pleafure  to  receive  ! 

And  kindle  into  Tranfport  at  a  Grave  ! 

What  equals  This  ?  And  Ihall  the  Victor  now 
Boaft  the  proud  Laurels  on  his  loaded  Bio*/  ;• 
Religion  !  Oh  thou  Cherub,  heavenly  bright  t  . 
Oh  Joys  unmix’d,  ami  fathomlefs  Delight ! 
Thou,  thou  art  All ;  nor  find  I  in  the  whole 
■Creation  aught,  but  God  and  my  own  Soul. 
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,  For  ever  then,  my  Sou],  thy  God  adore, 

•  Nor  let  the  brute  Creation  praife  him  more. 

Shall  Things  inanimate  my  Conduft  blame, 

And  flufli  my  confciousCheek  with  fpreading  Shame  ?' 
They  all  for  him  purfue,  or  quit  their  End  ; 

The  mounting  Flames  their  burning  Pow'r  fufpend  5 
In  folid  Heaps  th,  unfrozen  Billows  fiand, 

To  Reft  and  Silence,  aw’d  by  his  Command  : 

Nay,  the  dire  Monfters  that  ipfeft  the  Flood, 

By  Nature  dreadful,  and  a-thirft  for  Blood, 

His  Will  can  calm,  their  favage  Tempers  bind, 

And  turn  to  mild  Protestors  of  Mankind. 

Hid  not  the  Prophet  this  great  Truth  maintain 
In  the  deep  Chambers  of  the  gloomy  Main  > 
hen  Dar knefs  round  him  all  her  Horrors  fpread 
And  the  Sea  bellow’d  o’er  his  fin  kin  Head  ? 

Wheh  now  the  Thunder  roars,  the  Lightning  files , 
And  all  the  warring  winds  tumultuous  rife  j 
When  now  the  foaming  Surges  toft  on  high, 
Difclofe  the  Sands  beneath,  and  touch  the  Sky  ^ 
When  Death  draws  near,  the  Mariners  aghaft. 

Look  back  with  Terror  on  their  Addons  paft  ; 

Their  Courage  lickens  into  deep  Difmay, 

Their  Hearts  thro’  Fear  and  Anguifh  melt  away ; 
Nor  Tears,  nor  Pray’rs,  the  Tempeft  can  appeafe  ; 
Now  they  devote  their  Treafureto  the  Seas  j 
Unload  their  fhatter’d  Barque,  tho’  richly  fraught, 
And  think  the  Hopes  of  Life  are  cheaply  bought ; 
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With  Gems  and  Gold  ;  hut  oh,  the  Storm  fo  high  ! 
Nor  Gems  nor  Gold  the  Hopes  of  Life  can  buy. 

The  trembling  Prophet  then,  themfelves  to  favc. 
They  headlong  plunge  into  the  briny  Wave  ; 
Down  he  defcends,  and  booming  o’er  his  Head 
The  Billows  clofe ;  he’s  number’d  with  the  Dead. 
(Hear,  O  ye  Juft  !  attend,  ye  Virtuous  Few  ! 

And  the  bright  Paths  of  Piety  purfue,) 

Lo  !  the  great  Ruler  of  the  World  from  high 
Looks  I’miling  dqwn  with  a  propitious  Eye, 

Covers  his  Servant  with  his  gracious  Hand, 

And  bids  tempeftuous  Nature  filent  ftand  ; 
Commands  the  peaceful  Waters  to  give  place. 

Or  kindly  fold  him  in  a  foft  Embrace  : 

He  bridles  in  the  Monfters  of  the  Deep, 

The  bridled  Monfters  awful  Diftance  keep  ; 

Forget  their  Hunger,  while  they  view  their  Prey ; 
And  guiltlefs  gaze,  and  round  the  Stranger  play. 

But  ftill  arife  new  Wonders  ;  Nature’s  Lord 
Sends  forth  into  the  Deep  his  pow’rful  Word, 

And  calls  the  great  Leviathan  :  The  great 
leviathan  attends  in  all  his  State  j 

■  *  Joy,  and  with  a  mighty  Bound 
Makes  the  Sea  flaake,  and  Heav’n  and  Earth  refound  , 
(Slackens  the  Waters  with  the  riling  Sand, 

$.nd  drives  vaft  Billows  to  the  diftant  Land. 
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As  yawns  an  Earthquake,  when  imprifon’d  Air 
!i  Struggles  for  Vent,  and  lays  the  Centre  bare, 

.  The  Whale  expands  his  Jaws  enormous  Size  : 

The  Prophet  views  the  Cavern  with  Surprize  ; 

»  Meafures  his  monftrous  Teeth  afar  defcry’d, 

1  And  rolls  his  wondring  Eyes  from  Side  to  Side  : 

Then  takes  PolTeffion  of  the  fpacious  Seat, 

And  fails  fecure  within  the  dark  Retreat. 


Now  is  he  pleas’d  the  Northern  Blaft  to  hear. 
And  hangs  on  liquid  Mountains  void  of  F ear  ; 

Or  falls  immerft  into  the  Depths  below, 

Where  the  dead  filent  Waters  never  flow  ; 

To  the  Foundations  of  the  Hills  convey’d, 

Dwells  in  the  fhelving  Mountains  dreadful  fhade  : 
Where  Plummet  never  reach’d,  he  draws  his  Breath, 
And  glides  ferenely  thro’  the  Paths  of  Death. 


Two  wondrous  Days  and  Nights  thro’  Coral 
Groves,  ’  '  ' 

Thro’  Labyrinths  of  Rocks,  and  Sands  he  roves  ; 
When  the  third  Morning  with  its  level  Rays 
The  Mountains  gilds,  and  on  the  Billows  plays. 

It  fees  the  King  of  Waters  rife,  and  pour 
His  facred  Guefl:  un-injur’d  on  the  Shore  : 

A  Type  of  that  great  Blefling  which  the  Mufe, 

In  her  next  Labour  ardently  purfues. 


THE 
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- We  hope ,  that  the  Departed  will  rife  agahi 

from  the  Duft  :  After  which ,  like  the  Gods, They 
will  be  Immortal.  Phocyl. 


TVT  OW  Man  awakes,  and  from  his  filentBed, 

^  Where  he  has  flept  for  Ages,  lifts  his  Head  y 
Shakes  off  the  Slumber  of  ten  thoufand  Years, 

And  on  the  Borders  of  new  Worlds  appears. 
Whate’er  the  bold,  the  rafh  Adventure  coft. 

In  wide  Eternity  I  dare  be  loft, 

The  Mufe  is  wont  in  narrow  Bounds  to  fing, 

To  teach  the  Swain,  or  celebrate  the  Ktng. 

I  gralp  the  whole,  no  more  to  Parts  confin’d, 

I  lift  my  Voice,  and  ling  to  Human  Kind  : 

I  fing  to  Men  and  Angels  ;  Angels  join. 

While  fuch  theThemejtheirfacredSongswithmine, 

Again  the  Trumpet’s  intermitted  Sound 
Rolls  the  wide  Circuit  of  Creation  round. 

Ah  univerfal  Concourfe  to  prepare 
Of  all  that  ever  breath’d  the  vital  Air  j 
In  fome  wide  Field,  which  aftive  Whirlwinds  fweeps 
Drive  Cities,  Forefts,  Mountains  to  the  Deep, 


To 
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To  fmooth  and  lengthen  out  th’  unbounded  Space, 
And  fpread  an  Area  for  all  Human  Race. 

Now  Monuments  prove  faithful  to  their  Trull:, 
And  render  back  their  long  committed  Dull. 

Now  Charnels  rattle  ;  fcatter’d  Limbs,  and  all 
The  various-  Bones  obfequious  to  the  Call, 
Self-mov’d  advance ;  the  Neck  perhaps  to  meet 
The  dillant  Head,  the  dillant  Legs  the'  Feet. 
Dreadful  to  view,  fee  through  the  dulky  Sky 
Fragments  of  Bodies  in  Confufion  fly, 

To  dillant  Regions  journeying,  there  to  claim 
Deferted  Members,  and  cornpleat  the  Frame. 

%  '  '  '  *-  *.  V.  X  ,  J 

When  the  World  bow’d  to  Romis  Almighty  Sword, 
Rome  bow  d  to  Pompev,  and  confefs’d  her  Lord. 

Y et  one  Day  loll,  this  Deity  below 
Became  the  Scorn  and  Pity  of  his  Foe. 

His  Blood  a  T raitor’s  Sacrifice  was  made, 

And  fmoak’d  indignant  on  a  Ruffian’s  Blade. 

No  Trumpet’s  Sound,  nogalping  Army’s  Yell, 

Bid  with  due  Horror  his  great  Soul  farewel. 
Obfcure  his  Fall  !  all  welt’ring  in  his  Gore, 

His  Trunk  was  call  to  perilh  on  the  Shore  ! 
While  Julius  frown’d  the  bloody  Monller  dead, 
Who  brought  the  World  in  his  great  Rival’s  Head. 
'I  his  fever’d  Head  and  Trunk  lhall  join  once  more, 
Tho’  Realms  now  rife  between,  and  Oceans  roar. 
The  Trumpet’s  Sound  each  vagrant  Mote  lhall  hear. 
Or  fix’d  in  Earth,  or  if  afloat  in  Air, 
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Obey  the  Signal  wafted  in  the  Wind, 

And  not  one  deeping  Atom  lag  behind. 

So  fwarming  Bees,  that  on  a  Summer’s  Day 
In  airy  Rings,  and  wild  Meanders  play, 

Charm  d  with  the  braaenSound, their  Wandrings  end, 
And  gently  circling  on  a  Bough  defcend. 

The  Body  thus  renew’d,  the  confcious  Soul* 
Which  has  perhaps  been  flutt’ring  near  the  Pole, 
Or  midft  the  burning  Planets  wond’ring  ftray’d. 

Or  hover  d  o  er,  where  her  pale  Corps  was  laid  $ 
Or  rather  coafted  on  her  final  State, 

And  fear  d,  or  Wilh’d  for  her  appointed  Fate  : 

This  Soul  returning  with  a  confiant  Flame, 

Now  weds  forever  her  immortal  Frame. 

Life,  which  ran  down  before,  fo  high  is  wound. 
The  Springs  maintain  an  everlafting  Round. 

Thus  a  frail  Model  of  the  Work  defign’d 
Firft  takes  a  Copy  of  the  Builder’s  Mind, 

Before  the  Structure  firm  with  lafling  Oak, 

And  marble  Bowels  of  the  folid  Rock, 

Turns  the  firong  Arch,  and  bids  the  Columns  rife. 
And  bear  the  lofty  Palace  to  the  Skies  ; 

The  Wrongs  of  Time  enabled  to  furpals. 

With  Bars  of  Adamant,  and  Ribs  of  Brafs. 

♦  « 

That  antient,  lacred,  and  illuftrious  jj  Dome, 
Where  loon  or  late  fair  Albion  §  Heroes  come, 
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From  Camps,  and  Courts, tho’  gr eat, and  wife, and  jufly 
To  feed  the  Worm,  and  moulder  into  Dull;  3 
That  folemn  Man  lion  of  the  Royal  Dead, 

Where-  palling  Slaves  o’er  deeping  Monareh-s  tread. 
Now  populous  o’erflows :  A  numerous  Race 
Of  riling  Kings  fill  all  th  extended  Space  : 

A  Life  well  fpent,  not  the  victorious  Sword, 
Awards  the  Crown, 'and'  fiiles  the  G reater  Lord. 


Nor  .Monuments  alone,  and  Burial-Earth, 
Labours  with  Man  to  this  his  fecond  Birth  3 
But  where  gay  Palaces  in  Pomp  arife, 

And  gilded  Theatres  invade  the  Skies, 

Nations  lhall  wake,  whofe  unfufpedted  Bones 
Support  the  Pride  of  their  luxurious  Sons. 

The  moll  magnificent,  and  eoftly  Dome, 

Is  but  an  upper  Chamber  to  a  Tomb. 

No  Spot,  on  Earth,  but  has  fupply’d  a  Grave, 
And  human  Skulls  the  fpacious  Ocean  pave. 

All’s  full  of  Man,  and  at  this  dreadful  Turn, 

The  Swarm  lhall  iffue,  and  the  Hive  lhall  burn.' 


Not  all  at  once,  nor  in  like  Manner  rife : 

Some  lift  with  Pain  their  flow  unwilling  Eyes  3 
Shrink  backward  from  the  Terror  of  the  Light,: 
And  blefs  the  Grave,  and  call  for  lafting  Night. 
Others,  whofe  long-attempted  Virtue  flood 
Fix’d  as  a  Rock,  and  broke  the  rulhing  Flood. 
Whofe  firm  Refolve,  nor  Beauty  could  melt  down, 
Nor  raging  Tyrants  from  their  Pofture  frown  j 
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Such  in  this  Day  of  Horrors  (hall  be  feen, 

To  face  the  Thunders  with  a  Godlike  Mien 
The  planets  drop,  their  Thoughts  are  fix’d  above  ; 
The  Centre  (hakes,  their  Hearts  difdains  to  move  : 
An  Earth  dilfolving,  and  a  Heav’n  thrown  wide, 
A  yawning  Gulph,  and  Fiends  on  .every  Side, 
Serene  they  view,  impatient  of  Delay, 

And  blefs  the  Dawn  of  ever  lading  Pay.  - 

u-  .p  •  •  A  * 

Oh  wondrous  Change!  what  unknown Qbjedls rile. 
Shake  my  Belief,  and  fill  me  with  Surprize  P 
Here,  .Greatnefs  proilrate  falls,  there,  Strength  gives 
Place  ; 

Here,  Lazars  ! mile,  there  Beauty  hides  her  Face. 
ChriJHans,  and  “Jews,  and  Turks,  and  Pagans  (land, 
A  blended  Throng,  one  undiftinguifh’d  Band. 

Some  who  perhaps  Ipy  mutual  Wounds  expir’d, 
With  Zeal  for  their  diftindt  Perfuafions  fir’d. 

In  mutual  Friendfhip  their  long  Slumber  break. 
And  Hand  in  Hand  their  Saviour’s  Love  partake. 

But  none  are  flu  fil'd  with  brighter  Joy,  or  warm 
With  juiler  Confidence  enjoy  the  Storm, 

Than  thole,  whofe  pious  Bounties  unconfin’d 
Have  made  them  publick  Fathers  of  Mankind. 

In  that  illuftrious  Rank,  what  (hining  Light 
With  fuch  diftinguKh’d  Glory  fills  my  Sight  ? 

Bend  down,  my  grateful  Mule,  that  Homage  (hew, 
Which  to  fuch  Worthies  thou  art  proud  to  owe. 


Wickham  ! 
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Wickham  !  Fox  !  Chichiey  !  hail  illuftrioua 

>.  » ■ 

•f*  Names, 

Who  to  far  dill  ant  Times  difpenfe  your  Beams  $ 
Beneath  your  Shades,  and  near  your  Chryftal  Springs, 
I  firft' prefum’d  to  touch  the  trembling  Strings. 

All  hail  thrice-honour’d !  ’Twas  your  great  Renown 
To  blefs  a  People,  and  oblige  a  Crown. 

When  other  Records  Length  of  Years  (hall  blafl, 
In  your  adopted  Sons  your  Fame  fhall  lail. 

And  make  thofe  Kings  to  latefl  Ages  known, 
Thofe  happy  Monarchs,  under  whom  you  {hone  : 
A  Moment  {hone,  illuftrioufly  bright. 

Then  left  the  mourning  World,  and  fet  in  Night ; 
But  now  you  rife  eternally  to  thine, 

Eternally  to  drink  the  Rays  divine. 

Indulgent  God !  Oh  how  {hall  Mortal  r&ife 
His  Soul  to  due  Returns  of  grateful  Praife, 

For  Bounty  fo  profufe  to  Human  Kind, 

Thy  wondrous  Gift  of  an  Eternal  Mind  ? 

Shall  I,  who  fome  few  Years  ago  was  lets 
Than  Worm,  or  Mite,  or  Shadow  can  exprelsS, 

Was  nothing  ;  {hall  I  live,  when  ev’ry  Fire 
Of  ev’ry  Star  {hall  languifh  or  expire  ? 

When  Earth’s  no  more,  {hall  I  furvive  above, 

And  through  the  radiant  Files  of  Angels  move  ? 
Or,  as  before  the  Throne  of  God  I  {land. 

See  new  Worlds  rolling  from  his  lpacious  Hand, 

*  f 

^founders  of  New  College,  Corpus- Chrifti,  end  All  Souls  in 
Pxfqrd. 

Where 
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Where  our  Adventures  lhall  perhaps  be  taught. 
As  we  now  tell  how  Michael  fung  or  fought  ? 
All  that  has  Being  in  full  Concert  join, 

And  celebrate  the  Depths  of  Love  Divine  ? 

But  oh  !  before  this  blilsful  State,  before 
Th’  afpiring  Soul  this  wondrous  Height  can  foar, 
The  Judge  defcending,  thunders  from  afar, 

And  all  Mankind  is  fummon’d  to  the  Bar. 


This  mighty  Scene  I  next  prefume  to  draw  : 
Attend,  Great  Anna,  with  religious  Awe. 
Expert  not  here  the  known  l'uccefsful  Arts 
To  win  Attention,  and  command  our  Hearts  : 
Fidtion  be  far  away,  let  no  Machine 
Defcending  here,  no  fabled  God  be  feen  } 
Behold  the  God  of  Gods  indeed  defcend. 

And  Worlds  unnumber’d  his  Approach  attend. 

Lo  !  the  wide  Theatre,  whole  ample  Space 
Muft  entertain  the  whole  of  human  Race, 

At  Hcav’n’s  All-pow’rful  Edidt  is  prepar’d. 

And  fenc’d  around  with  an  immortal  Guard. 
Tribes,  Provinces,  Dominions,  Worlds  o’erflow 
The  mighty  Plain,  and  deluge  all  below  : 

Ajid  every  Age,  and  Nation  pours  along  ; 
HimRgd  and  Bourbon  mingle  in  the  Throng : 
Adam  falutes  his  youngeft  Son  ;  no  Sign 
Of  $}l  thofe  Ages,  which  their  Births  disjoin. 


How 
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r  A  j 

How  empty  Learning,  and  how  vain  is  Art, 

But  as  it  mends  the  Life,  ajnd  guides  the  Heart  ? . 

What  Volume^  have  been  fweli’d,  wh&t  Time  beea 
.  lpent, 

To  fix  a  Hero’s  Birth-Day  or  Defcent  ? 

What  Joy  muft  it  now  yield,  what  Rapture  raife, 
To  fee  the  glorious  Race  of  antient  Days  ? 

To  greet  thofe  Worthies,  who  perhaps  have  flood 
Illuftrious  on  Record  before  the  Flood  ? 

Alas  !  a  nearer  Care  your  Soul  demands, 

a 

Caesar  un-noted  in  your  Prefence  hands. 

How  vaft  the  Concourfe,  not  in  Number  more 
The  Waves  that  break  on  . the  refounding  Shore, 
The  Leaves  that  tremble  in  the  fhady  Grove, 

The  Lamps  that  gild  the  fpangled  Vaults  above.  • 
Thofe  overwhelming  Armies,  whofe  Command 
Said  to  one  Empire,  Fall ;  another,  Stand  : 
Whole  Rear  lay  wrapt  in  Night,  while  breaking  Dawn 
Rouz’d  the  broad  Front,  and  call’d  the  Battle  on  : 
Great  Xerxes’ World  in  Arms, proud  Cannae's  Field^ 
Where  Carthage  taught  victorious  Rome  to  yield, 
(Another  Blow  had  broke  the  Fates  Decree, 

And  Earth  had  wanted  her  fourth  Monarchy) 
Immortal  Blenheim ,  Fam’d  Ramillia' s  Hoft, 

They  All  are  here,  and  here  they  All  are  loft  : 
Their  Millions  fwell  to  be  difcern’d  in  vain, 

Loft  as  a  Billow  in  th’  unbounded  Main. 


This 


i»VJ 
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This  echoing  Voice  now  rends  the  yielding  Air, 
For  Judgment ,  Judgment ,  j&wj  o/'  Aftvz,  prepare  / 
Earth  ihakes  anew,  I  hear  her  Groans  profound, 

'  'T  y  _  i 

And  Hell  through  all  her  trembling  Realms  refound. 


Wh  o  e  ’er  Thou  art.  Thou  greated  Po  w’r  of  Earth, 
Bled;  with  mod  equal  Planets  at  thy  Birth  ; 

Whofe  Valour  drew  the  mod;  fuccefsful  Sword, 
Mod:  Realms  united  in  one  common  Lord  ; 

Who  on  the  Day  of  Triumph  faidd.  Be  thine 
The  Skies,  Jehovah,  all  this  World  is  mine  : 
Dare  not  to  lift  thine  Eye. — Alafs  1  my  Mufe, 
How  art  thoulod  ?  what  Numberscandthou  chufe  ? 


A  fudden  Blufh  inflames  the  waving  Sky, 

And  now  the  Crimfon'Curtains  open  fly  ; 

Lo  !  far  within,  and  far  above  all  Height, 

Where  Heav’n’s  great  Sovereign  reigns  in  Worlds  of 
Light, 

Whence  Nature  he  informs,  and  with  one  Ray 
Shot  from  his  Eye,  does  all  her  Works  furvey, 
Creates, fupports, confounds !  WhereTime, and  Place, 
Matter,  and  Form,  and  Fortune,  Life  and  Grace, 
Wait  humbly  at  the  Footdool  of  their  God, 

And  move  obedient  at  his  awful  Nod  j 
Whence  he  beholds  us  vagrant  Emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  Air-fufpended  Ball, 

(Speck  of  Creation)  if  he  pour  one  Breath, 

The  Bubble  breaks,  and  ’tis  eternal  Death. 


Thence 
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Thence  i filling  I  behold  (but  mortal  Sight 
Suftains  not  fuch  a  rufliing  Sea  of  Light !) 

I  fee  on  an  empyreal  flying  Throne 
Awfully  rais’d  Heav’n’s  everlafting  Son  ; 

Crown’d  with  thatMajefty,  which  form’d  the  World, 
And  the  Grand  Rebel  flaming  downward  hurl’d. 
Virtue,  Dominion,  Praife,  Omnipotence, 

Support  the  Train  of  their  triumphant  Prince. 

A  Zone,  beyond  the  Thought  of  Angels  bright, 
Around  him  like  the  Zodiac  winds  its  Light. 
Night  iliades  the  folemn  A-rches  of  his  Brows, 

And  in  his  Cheek  the  purple  Morning  glows. 
Where’er  ferene  he  turns  propitious  Eyes, 

Or  we  expert,  or  find  a  Paradife  : 

But  if  Refentment  reddens  their  mild  Beams, 

The  Eden  kindles,  and  the  World’s  in  Flames. 

On  one  Hand,  Knowledge  fliines  in  pureft  Light, 
On  one,  the  Sword  of  Juftice  fiercely  bright. 

Now  bend  the  Knee  in  Sport,  prefent  the  Reed  ; 
Now  tell  the  fcourg’d  Impoftor  he  fhall  bleed  ! 

But  oh  !  you  Sons  of  Men,  exalt  your  Voice, 
And  bid  the  Soul  through  all  her  Pow’rs  rejoice  : 
Mercy,  his  Darling,  in  his  Bofom  found, 

Scatters  ambrofial  Odours  all  around  ; 

Unbends  his  Brow,  and  mitigates  his.Frown, 

And  fooths  his  Rage,  and  melts  his  Thunders  down. 
My  Thoughts  are  chang’d;  now  Man  exalt  thine  Eye, 
In  thy  dread  Judge  thy  dear  Redeemer  fpy : 
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Ev’n  Judas  ftruggl.es  his  Defpair  to  quell } 

Hope  alniofl  blofloms  in  the  Shades  of  Hell. 

Thus  glorious  through  the  Courts  ofHeav’n,  the 
Source 

Of  Life  and  Death  Eternal  bends  his  Courfe  • 
Loud  Thunders  round  him  roll,  and  Lightnings  play  ; 
Th  Angelick  Hoft  is  rang  d  in  bright  Array  : 

Some  touch  the  String,fomellrike  the  founding  Shell, 
And  mingling  Voices  with  rich  Concert  fwell ; 
Voices  Seraphick  ;  bjeft  with  fuch  a  S.train, 

Cou’d  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  God  again  : 

All  Heav’n  Urines  forth,  in  all  her  Pomp  compleat. 
For  God,  himfelf,  magnificently  Great. 

Triumphant  Ringof  Glory  !  Soul  of  Blifs  1 
What  a  ftupendious  Turn  of  Fate  is  this  ? 

Or  whither  art  thou  rais’d  above  the  Scorn, 

And  Indigence  of  him,  in  Bethlem  born  ; 

A  needy,  helplefs,  unaccounted  Gueft, 

And  but  a  Second  to  the  fodder’d  Beall  P 
How  chang’d  from  him,  who  meekly  prollrate  laid, 
Vouchfaf’d  to  walh  the  Feet  himfelf  had  made  ? 
From  him,  who  was  betray’d,  forfook,  deny’d, 
Wept,  languifh’d,  pray’d,  bled,  thirlled,  groan’d, 
and  dy’d  j 

Hung  pierc’d  and  bare,  infulted  by  the  Foe, 

All  Heav’n  in  T ears  above.  Earth  unconcern’d  below  ? 
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And  was't  enough  to  bid  the  Sun  retire  ? 

Why  did  not  Nature  at  thy  Groan  expire  ? 

I  fee,  I  hear,  I  feel  the  Pangs  Divine, 

The  World  is  vanifh’d, — - — ■  I  am  wholly  thine. 

Mistaken  Caiapiias  !  Ah  !  which  blafphcnfd, 
Thou  or  thy  Pris’ner  ?  which  ihal  1  be  condemn’d  ? 
Well  might’ ft  thou  rend  thy  Garments,  well  exclaim; 
Deep  are  the  Horror;;  of  eternal  Flame  ! 

But  God  is  good  !  ’Tis  wondrous  all  !  Ev’n  He 
Thou  gav  ft  to  Death, Shame,  Torture,  dy’d  for  Tlnee, 

Notv  the  defeending  Triumph?  ftops  its  Flight 
From  Earth  full  twice  a  Planetary  Height. 

There  all  the  Clouds  condens’d,  tw6  Columns  raife 
Diftindt  with  Orient  Veins,  and  golden  Blaze. 

One  fix’d  on  Earth,  and  one  in  Sea,  and  round 
Its  ample  F oot  the  fwelling  Billows  found. 

Thefe  an  immeafurable  Arch  fupport. 

The  Grand  Tribunal  of  this  awful  Court. 

Sheets  of  bright  Azure,  from  the  pure#  Sky 
Stream  from  the  Chryflal  Arch,  and  round  the  Co¬ 
lumns  fly. 

Death  wrapt  in  Chains  low  at  the  Balls  lies, 

And  on  the  Point  of  his  o\vn  Arrow  dies. 

i 

Here  high  enthron’d  th’  Eternal  Judge  is  plac’d, 
With  all  the  Grandeur  of  his  Godhead  grac’d  ; 

Stars  on  his  Robes  in  beauteous  Order  meet, 

And  the  Sun  burns  beneath  his  dreadful  Feet. 

Now  y 
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Now  an  Archangel  eminently  bright, 
from  oft*  his  Silver  Stall' of  wondrous  Height. 
Unfurls  the  Cbrijiian  Flag,  which  waving  flies, 
And  fhuts  and  opens  more  than  half  the  Skies : 
The  Crofs  fo  llrong  a  Red,  it  fheds  a  Stain, 
Where’er  it  floats,  on  Earth ,  in  Air,  or  Main  ; 
Flulhes  the  Hill,  and  fets  on  Fire  the-  W ood. 

And  turns  the  deep-dy’d  Ocean  into  Blood. 

Qh  formidable  Glory  !  dreadful  Bright  1 
Refulgent  Torture  to  the  guilty  Sight. 

Ah  turn,  unwary  Mufe,  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  Thoughts  with  the  Polluted  dwell. 
Say  not  (to  make  the  Sun  Ihrink  in  his  Ream) 

Dare  not  affirm,  they  wiffi  it  all  a  Dream  ; 

With,  or  their  Souls  may  with  their  Limbs  decay. 
Or  God  be  fpoil’d  of  his  eternal  Sway. 

But  rather,  if  thou  know’ll  the  Means,  unfold 
How  they  with  Tranfport  may  the  Scene  behold. 

Ah  how  !  but  by  Repentance,  by  a  Mind 
Quick,  and  fevere  its  own  Offence  to  find  ? 

By  Tears,  and  Groans,  and  never-ceafing  Care, 
And  all  the  pious  Violence  of  Pray’r  ? 

Thus  then  with  Fervency  till  now  unknown, 

I  call  my  Heart  before  th’  Eternal  Throne, 

In  this  great  Temple,  which  the  Skies  lur round, 
por  Homage  to  its  Lord,  a  narrow  Bound. 

<c  O  thou !  whofe  Ballance  does  the  Mountai  ns  weigh , 
■1  Whofe  Will  the  wild  tumultuous  Seas  obey, 

xc  Whofe 
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“  WhofeBreath  can  turn  thofe  watry  Worlds  toFlame, 
That  Flame  to  Tempefl,and  that  Tempeft  tame  ; 
Earth  smeanefl:  Son,withTrembling,profl:rate  falls,, 
“  And  on  the  Plenty  of  thy  Goodnefs  calls* 

Ah  !  give  the  Winds  all  pail:  Offence  t q  fweep, 

“  To  Scatter  wide,  or  bury  in  the  Deep  : 
cc  Thy  Pow  r,  my  Weaknefs  may  I  ever  fee, 

“  And  wholly  dedicate  my  Soul  to  Thee. 

Reign  o  er  my  Will ;  my  Paffions  ebb  and  flow 
At  thy  Command,  nor  hnman  Motive  know  1 
u  If  Anger  boil,  let  Anger  be  my  Praife, 

And  Sin  the  graceful  Indignation  raife. 

My  Love  be  warm  to  fuccour  the  Diftrefs’d, 

P  And  lift  the  Burden  from  the  Soul  opprefs’d, 

cc  Oh  may  my  Underftanding  ever  read 
ct  This  glorious  volume,  which  thy  Wifdom  made  i 
u  Who  decks  the  maiden  Spring  with  fiow’ry  Pride? 
Who  calls  forth  Summer,"  like  a  fparkling  Bride  ? 
Who  joys  the  Mother  Autumn’s  Bed  to  crown  ? 
cc  And  bids  old  Winter  lay  her  Honours  down  l 
Not  the  Great  Ottoman,  or  Greater  Czar, 
Not  Europe's  Arbitrefs  of  Peace  and  War. 
cc  May  Sea  and  Land,  and  Earth  and  Heav  n  be 
join’d,  • 

cc  To  bring  th’  eternal  Author  to  my  Mind  ! 

cc  When  Oceans  roar,  or  awful  Thunders  roll, 

-  May  Thoughts  of  Thy  dread  Vengeance  fhake  my 
Soul  3  J 

“  When 
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"  When  Earth’s  in  Bloom,  or  Planets  proudly  iliine, 
“  Adore,  my  Heart,  the  Majesty  Divine. 

“  Thro’  ev’ry  Scene  of  Life,  or  Peace,  or  War,- 
Plenty,  or  Want,  thy  Qlory  be  my  Care  ! 

“  Shine  we  in  Arms  ?  or  fxng  beneath  our  Vine  ? 

“  Thine  is  the  Vintage,  and  the  Conqued  Thine  : 

Thy  Plealure  points  the  Shaft,  and  bends  the  Bow  j 
“  The  Clufter  blafts,  or  bids  it  richly  flow  : 

“  Tis  Thou  that  lead’d  our  pow'rful  Armies  forth, 
f‘  And  giv’ft  Great  Anne  Thy  Sceptre  o’er  theNorth. 

Grant  I  may  ever  at  the  Morning  Ray 
"  Open  with  Pray’r  the  confecrated  Day  j 
“  Tune  thy  great  Praife,  and  bid  my  Soul  arife, 

“  And  with  the  mounting  Sun  afcend  the  Skies  : 
r<  As  that  advances,  let  my  Zeal  improve. 

And  glow  with  Ardour  of  confummate  Love  ; 

“  Nor  ceafe  at  Eve,  but  with  the  Setting-Sun 
'*  My  cndlefs  Worfhip  ihail  be  dill  begun. 

“  And  oh  !  permit  the  gloom  of  Iplemn  Night 
To  facred  Thought  may  forcibly  invite. 

“  When  this  World’s  ihut,  and  awful  Planets  rife, 

“  Call  on  our  Minds,  and  raiie  them  to  the  Skies ; 

Compofe  our  Souls  with  a  lefs  dazzling  Sight, 
f‘  And  all  Nature  in  a  milder  Light  j 
*  ^ow  every  boidrous  Thought  in  calms  fubfides  ! 
--  the  fmooth  d  Spirit  into  G oodnefs  glides  ! 

'  .  ?Q 
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c*  O  how  divine  !  to  tread  the  milky  Way, 

“To  the  bright  Palace  of  the  Lord  of  Day  j 
“  His  Court  admire,  or  for  his  Favour  fue, 

“  Or  Leagues  of  Friendship  with  his  Saints  renew; 
“  Pleas’d  to  look  down,  and  fee  the  World afleep, 

“  While  I  long  Vigils  to  its  Founder  keep  ! 

“  Canst  thou  not  Shake  the  Centre?  Oh  controul^ 
“  Subdue  by  Force  the  Rebel  in  my  Soul  : 

•c  Thou,  who  canft  Still  the  raging  of  the  Flood, 

“  Reftrain  the  various  Tumults  of  my  Blood  ; 

Teach  me  with  equal  Firmnefs  to  fuftain 
“  Alluring  Pleafure,  and  affaulting  Pain. 

“  O  may  I  pant  for  thee  in  each  Defire  ! 

And  with  Strong  Faith  foment  the  holy  Fire  J 
“  Stretch  out  my  Soul  in  Hope,  and  gralp  the  Prize,. 
“  Which  in  Eternity  s  deep  Bofom  lies  ! 

“  At  the  Great  Day  of  Recompence  behold, 

“  Devoid  of  Fear,  the  fatal  Book  unfold  ! 

“  Then  wafted  upward  to  the  blifsful  Seat, 

“  From  Age  to  Age  my  grateful  Song  repeat ; 

“  My  Light,  my  Life,  my  God,  my  Saviour  le^, 

“  And  rival  Angels  in  the  Praife  of  Thee. 


THE 
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EJfe  quoque  in  fails  reminifcitur  affore  tempus , 
Quo  mare ,  quo  tellus ,  correptaque  regia  coeli 
Ardeat ,  &  mundi  moles  operofa  labor et. 

Ovid  Met. 


'"jp  HE  Book  unfolding,  the  refplendent  Seat 
•*“  Of  Saints  and  Angels,  the  tremendous  Fate 
Of  guilty  Souls,  the  gloomy  Realms  of  Woe, 
And  all  the  Horrors  of  the  Wdtld  below, 

I  next  prefume  to  fing  :  What  yet  remains 
Demands  my  laft,  but  moft  exalted  Strains. 

And  let  the  Mufe  or  now  affedt  the  Sky, 

Or  in  inglorious  Shades  for  ever  lie. 

She  kindles,  (he’s  inflam’d  fo  near  the  Goal  ; 
She  mounts,  the  gains  upon  the  ftarry  Pole  ; 

The  World  grows  lefs  as  fhe  purfues  her  Flight/ 
And  the  Sun  darkens  to  her  diftant  Sight. 


Heav’n 
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Heav’n  opening  all  its  facred  Pomp  difplays, 

And  overwhelms  her  with  the  rufhing  Blaze  ! 
i  he  Triumph  rings !  Archangels  fhout  around  ! 
And  echoing  Nature  lengthens  out  the  Sound  ! 

Ten  thoufand  Trumpets  nciu  at  once  advance ; 
Now  deepeft  Silenee  lulls  the  vaft  Expanfe  : 

So  deep  the  Silence,  and  fo  ftrong  the  Blaft, 

As  Nature  dy’d,  when  die  had  groan’d  her  lad. 
Nor  Man,  nor  Angel  moves  ;  the  judge  on  high 
Looks  round,  and  with  his  Glory  fills  the  Sky  : 
Then  on  the  fatal  Book  his  Hand  he  lays, 

W  hen  high  to  view  fupporting  Seraphs  raife  ; 

In  folemn  Form  the  Rituals  are  prepar’d, 

The  Seal  is  broken,  and  a  Groan  is  heard, 

Not  guilty  Fear,  not  Fancy’s  Self  can  draw 
A  Meeting  more  auguft,  of  greater  Awe. 

And  thou,  my  Soul,  (oh  fall  to  fudden  Pray’r, 
Andlet  theThought  fink  deep  !)fhaltthoube  there  ? 

See  on  the  Left,  (for  by  the  great  Command 
The  Throng  divided  falls  on  either  Hand  ;) 

Flow  weak,  how  pale,  how  haggard,  how  obfcene. 
What  more  than  Death  in  every  F ace  and  Mien  ? 
With  what  Diftrefs,  and  Glarings  of  Affright, 
They  fhock  the  Heart,  and  turn  away  the  Sight  ? 
In  gloomy  Orbs  their  trembling  Eye-balls  roll. 
And  tell  the  horrid  Secrets  of  the  Soul. 

Each  Gefture  mourns,  each  Look  is  black  with  Care, 
And  ev’ry  Groan  is  loaden  with  Defpair. 


Reader, 
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Reader,  if  guilty,  fpare  the  Mufe,  and  find 

A  truer  Image  pictur’d  in  thy  Mind. 

Should'st  thou  behold  thy  Brother,  Father,  Wife, 
And  all  the  foft  Companions  of  thy  Life, 

Whole  blended  Int’refts  levell’d  at  one  Aim, 
Whofe  mix’d  Defires  fent  up  one  common  Flamfe, 
Divided  far  ;  Thy  wretched  Seif  alone 
Call  on  the  Left,  of  all  whom  thou  haft  known  ; 
How  wou’d  it  wound  ?  what  Millions  would’ft  thou 
give 

For  one  more  Trial,  one  Day  more  to  live  ? 
iTung  back  in  Time  an  Hour,  a  Moment’s  Space, 
To  grafp  with  Eagernefs  the  Means  of  Grace  ; 
Contend  for  Mercy  with  a  pious  Rage, 

And  in  that  Moment  to  redeem  an  Age  ? 

Drive  back  the  Tide,  fufpend  a  Storm  in  Air, 
Reftrain  the  Sun  ;  but  ftill  of  this  defpair. 

Mark  on  the  Right,  how  amiable  a  Grace  ! 
Their  Maker’s  Image  frefh  in  ev’ry  Face  ! 

What  purple  Bloom  my  ravifh’d  Soul  admires, 

And  their  Eyes  fparkling  with  immortal  Fires ! 
Triumphant  Beauty  !  Charms  that  rife  above 
This  World,  and  in  bleft  Angels  kindle  Love  ! 

To  the  Great  Judge  with  holy  Pride  they  turn. 
And  dare  behold  th’  Almighty’s  Anger  bufn  ; 

Its  Flafh  fuftain,  again  ft  its  Terror  rife, 

And  on  the  dread  Tribunal  fix  their  Eyes. 
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Are  thefe  the  Forms  that  moulder’d  in  the  Dull  T 
Oh  the  tranfcendent  Glory  of  the  Juft  ! 

Yet  ftill  fome  thin  Remains  of  Fear  and  Doubt, 

Th  infected  Brightnefs  of  their  Joy  pollute. 

_ 

Thus  the  chafte  Bridegroom, when  the  Prieft 
draws  nigh. 

Beholds  his  Blefiing  with  a  trembling  Eye, 

Feels  doubtful  Paffions  throb  in  every  Vein, 

And  in  his  Cheeks  are  mingled  Joy  and  Pain, 

Left  ftill  fome  intervening  Chance  fhould  rife, 

Leap  forth  at  once,  and  fnatch  the  glorious  Prizes 
Inflame  his  Woe,  by  bringing  it  fo  late,. 

And  ftab  him  in  the  Crifis  of  his  Fate.- 

i  i* 

Since  Adam’s  Family  from  firft  to  laff. 

Now  into  one  diftinft  Survey  is  caff,- 
Look  round,  vain-glorious  Mufe,  and  you  who’er 
Devote  yourfelves  to  Fame,  and  think  her  fair, 
Look  round,  arid  view  the  Lights  of  human  Race* 
Whofe  fhiningAfts  Time’s  hrighteit  Annals  grace; 
Who  founded  Sefts ;  Crowns  conquer’d,  or  refign’d^ 
Gave  Names  to  Nations ;  or  fam’d  Empires  join’d  ; 
Who  rais’d  the  Vale,  and  laid  the  Mountain  low  j 
And  taught  obedient  Rivers  where  to  flow  ; 

Who  with  vaft  Fleets,  as  with  a  mighty  Chain, 
Cou’d  bind  the  Madnefs  of  the  roaring  M'ain  : 

All  loft  ?  all  undiftinguilh’d  ?  no  where  found  ? 
How  will' this  Truth  in  Bourbon’s  Palace  found  ? 


Round’ 
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Round  gilded  Roofs  how  heavy  will  it  fly  ? 

With  what  a  Weight  on  Crowns  and  Sceptres  lie  '? 
E’en  Great  and  Good  Augustus  is  not  feen, 

Nor  haughty  Babylon’s  victorious  Queen. 

What  then  is  He,  j|  who  ’midfl:  the  radiantBands 
Of  fpotlefs  Saints,  and  laureid  Martyrs  Hands, 
Confpicuous  from  afar  ?  Whole  Rays  /o  bright 
Solicit,  and  attract  the  ravifli’d  Sight  ? 

In  whom  I  fee  two  diftant  Virtues  join'd, 

A  Royal  Greatnefs,  and  an  humble  Mind  ' 

His  lifted  Hands  h  is  lofty  Neck  furround. 

To  hide  the  Scarlet  of  a  circling  Wound  ; 

Th*  Almighty  Judge  bends  forward  from  his  Throne* 
Theie  Scars  to  mark,  and  then  regards  his  own. 
yerufalenis  Foundations  groan  aloud. 

And  Albion  Ijnks  beneath  her  ambient  Flood. 

Not  far,  methinks,  I  Kindred-Features  trace 
In  a  Majeftick,  tho’ a  Female  Face, 

Her  Confort  by  ;  around  them  fmiling  move 
The  beauteous  Blofioms  of  their  fruitful  Love  : 
Known  of  their  Parents,  they  their  Parents  know  ; 
Their  Bofoms  with  a  double  Tranfport  glow  ; 

Blefl:  in  themfelves,  but  more  than  blefl:  to  find 
All  held  moll;  dear  in  .equal  Bleffing  join’d. 

In  One  fuperior  Majefty  appears, 

Advanc’d  in  Beauty,  as  advanc’d  in  Years. 

What  melting  Sweetnefs,  what  commanding  Grace 
Meet  on  his  Brow  like  Victory  and  Peace  ? 

I  .  '  ■  Pi  ;  Oh! 
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ph  .!  to  what  fav'rite  Part  of  Human-Kind 
Was  this  fo  great,  but  dangerous  Gift  defign’d  ? 
What  Nation  humbly  cou’d  enjoy  his  Reign-  ? 

If  loft,  with  Patience  fuch  a  Lois  fuftain  ? 

Ah  fry  Britd/tnia,  wnence  this  Vengeance  {low'd  ? 
Haft  thou  not  yet  aton’d  thy  Martyr’s  Blood  ? 
Edwards  and  Henry's  ftiil  aloud  reiound  ? 

Noi  are  their  Names  in  greater  Gloster  drown’d  • 
Oh  !  what  a  Godlike  Race  in  him  is  loft  ? 

What  has  his  Death  e’en  future  Aws  coft  ? 

j  -  '  •  &  i.  ■: 

But  usd  with  Art,  and  lightly  underfloor!, 

All-  Difpsnfations  from  above  are  good  ; 

And  though  with  frightful  Aipedt  they  furprize, 
Moft  Ills  are  only  Bleffings  in  Diiguife. 

Oh  happy  Iflue  !  to  whom  ne’er  was  known 
The  bright  Temptations  fparkling  from  a  Throne  5 
Great  Parents !  who  thofe  bright  Temptations  knew* 
Knowing  engag’d,  engaging  overthrew. 

Now,  juft  Reward  !  celeftial  Crowns  enclofe 

_  _  • 

With  deathlefs  Glories  your  vidlorious  Brows. 

For  fee  the  Volume  vaft,  fince  Time  begun 
Juft  Regifter  of  all  beneath  the  Sun, 

Is  thrown  full  wide  ;  Peace  Ocean  !  Silence  lull 
The  founding  Winds  !  ye  Spheres  forbear  to  foil ! 
Plear,  O  Creation,  thy  great  Mafter  fpeak  ! 

Now  fjrft  for  guiky  Man  blpft  Angels  ftiake. 

That 
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That  Hour,  on  which  th’  Almighty  King  on  high 
From  all  Eternity  has  fix’d  his  Eye, 

Whether  his  Right  Hand  favour’d,  or  annoy’d, 
Continu’d,  alter’d,  threaten’d,  or  deftroy’d, 

Southern  or  Eaftern  Sceptre  downward  hurl’d, 
Gave  North  or  Weft  Dominion  o’er  the  World  , 
The  Point  of  Time,  for  which  the  World  was  built, 
For  which  the  Blood  of  Godjrimfelf  v/as  fpilt, 
That  dreadful  Moment  is  arriv'd. 

ALOFT",  the  Seats  of  Blifs  their  Pomp  difplay 
Brighter  than  Brightnefs  the  diftinguifh’d  Day  ; 
Lefs  glorious,  when  of  old  th’  Eternal  Son 
From  Realmsof  Night  return’d  withTrophies  won ', 
Thro'Heav’n’sliigh  Gates,  when  he  triumphant  rode, 
And  fiiouting  Angels  hail’d  the  Viddor  God. 
Horrors,  beneath,  Darknefs  in  Darknefs,  Hell 
Of  Hell,  where  Torments  behind  Torments  dwell ; 
A  Furnace  formidable,  deep  and  wide, 

O’er-boiling  with  a  mad  fulphureous  Tide, 
Expands  its  Jaws,  moft  dreadful  to  furvey, 

And  roars,  outrageous  for  the  deftin’d  Prey. 

The  Sons  of  Light  fcarce  unappal’d  look  down, 
And  nearer  prefs  Heav’n’s  Everlafting  Throne. 

;•*  /  if  '  •  f 

Such  is  the  Scene,  and  one  fhort  Moment’s  Space 
Concludes  the  Hopes  and  Fears  of  Human  Race'. 

Proceed  who  dares, - 1  tremble  as  I  write  ; 

The  whole  Creation  fwims  before  my  Sight : 

I  fee, 
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I  fee,  I  fee  the  Judge’s  frowning  Brow  ; 

Sgy  not  ’tis  diftant,  I  behold  it  Now  ; 

I  faint,  my  tardy  Blood  forgets  to  flow,  -  , 

My  Soul  recoils  at  the  ftupendous  Woe  ; 

That  Woe,  thofe  Pangs,  which  from  the'  guilty  Breaft 
In  thefe,  or  Words  like  thefe,  fhall  be  exoreft. 

A 

“  Who  burft  the  Barriers  of  my  peaceful  Grave  r 
Ah  !  cruel  Death  that  wou’d  no  longer  lave, 
cc  But  grudg'd  me  e'en  that  narrow  dark  Abode, 
c‘  And  call  me  out  into  the  Wrath  of  God  ; 

“  Where  Shrieks,  the  roaring  Flame,  the  rattling 
•  Chain, 

And  all  the  dreadful  Eloquence  of  Pain, 

“  Our  only  Song  ;  black  Fire's  malignant  Light, 

“  The  foie  Refrefhment  of  the  blafted  Sight. 

"  Must  all  thofe  Pow'rs,  Heav'n  gave  me  to 
fupply 

“  My  Soul  with  Pleafure,  and  bring  in  my  Joy, 

“  Rife  up  in  Arms  againft  me,  join  the  Foe, 

“  SenJ'e ,  Reafon ,  Memory ,  increafe  my  Woe  ? 

“  And  fhall  my  Voice,  ordain'd  on  Hymns  to  dwell, 
“  Corrupt  to  Groans,  and  blow  the  Fires  of  Hell  ? 

“  Oh  !  muft  I  look  with  Terror  on  my  Gain, 

“  And  with  Exiftence  only  meafure  Pain  ? 

“  What  !  no  Reprieve,  no  lead  Indulgence  giv’n, 

“  No  Beam  of  Hope  from  any  Point  of  Heav'n  ! 

“  Ah  Mercy  !  Mercy  !  art  thou  dead  above  ? 

“  Is  Love  extinguilh'd  in  the  Source  of  Love  ? 

•  “  Bolb 
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cc  Bold  that  I  am,  didHeavfn  ftoop  down  to  Hell  ? 
“  Th‘  expiring  Lord  of  Life  my  Ranfom  feal  ? 
tc  Have  I  not  been  induftrious  to  provoke  ? 
c<  From  his  Embraces  obftinately  broke  ? 
ct  Purfued,  and  panted  for  his  mortal  Hate, 

“  Earn'd  my  Deftru&ion,  labour’d  out  my  Fate  ? 

“  And  dare  I  on  extinguifli’d  Love  exclaim  ? 

***  Take,  take  full  Vengeance,  rouze  the  flack’ning 
“  Flame  ; 

“  Juft  is  my  Lot - but  oh  !  muft  it  tranfcend 

“  The  Reach  of  Time,  defpair  a  diftant  End  ? 

,c  With  dreadful  Growth  ftioot  forward,  and  arife,> 

“  Where  Thought  can’t  follow,  and  bold  Fancy  dies  ! 

“  NEVER  !  where  falls  the  Soul  at  that  dread 
Sound  ? 

“  Down  an  Abyfs  how  dark,  and  how  profound  ? 
“  Down,  down  (I  ftill  am  falling,  horrid  Pain  !) 

“  Ten  thoufand  thoufand  Fathoms  ftill  remain  j 

“  My  Plunge  but  ftill  begun. - And  this  for  Sin  ? 

cc  Cou’d  I  offend,  if  I  had  never  been, 
cc  But  ftill  increas’d  the  fenfelefs  happy  Mafs, 

“  Flow’d  in  the  Stream,  or  flourish’d  in  the  Grafa  ? 

“  Father  ©f  Mercies  !  why  from  fllent  Earth 
{C  Did’ft  thou  awake,  and  curfe  me  into  Birth  ? 
c'  Tear  me  from  Quiet,  ravifti  me  from  Night, 

<c  And  make  a  thanklefs  Prefent  of  thy  Light  ? 

“  Pafti  into  Being  a  Reverfe  of  Thee, 

And  animate  a  Clod  with  Mifery  ? 

The 
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“The  Bealls  are  happy,  they  come  forth  and  keep 
“  Short  W  atch  on  Earth,  and  then  laydown  to  lleep. 
“  Pain  is  for  Man,  and  oh  !  how  vail  a  Pain 
“For  Crimes,  which  made  the  Godhead  bleed  in  vain? 
“  Stifled  his  Groans,  as  far  as  in  them  lay, 

“  And  flung  his  Agonies,  and  Death  away  ?  - 
“  As  our  dire  Punifhment  for  ever  fixong, 

“  Our  Conllitution  too  for  ever  young, 

*'  Curs’d  with  Returns  of  Vigour,  ftill  the  fame, 

“  Powerful  to  bear,  andlatisfy  the  Flame. 

“  Still  to  be  caught,  and  Hill  to  be  purfu’d  !. 

“  To  perith  Hill,  and  ftill  to  be  renew’d  ! 

,  »  *  1  t  ^ 

“  And  this.  My  help  !  My  God  !  at  thy  Decree  ? 

“  Nature  is  chang’d,  and  Hell  fhould  fuccoitr  me. 

'  ‘  And  can’ll  thou  then  look  down  from  perfect  Blifs, 

“  And  fee  me  plunging  in  the  dark  Abyfs  ? 

“  Calling  thee  Father,  in  a  Sea  of  Fire  ? 

“  Or  pouring  Blafphemies  at  thy  Defire  ? 

“  With  Mortals  Anguilh  wilt  thou  raife  thy  Name, 

“  And  by  my  Pangs  Omnipotence  proclaim  ? 

“  Th  ou,  who  can’ft  tofs  the  Planets  to  and  fro, 

“  Contract  not  thy  great  Vengeance  to  my  Woe ; 

Crulh  Worlds ;  in  hotter  Flames  fall’n  Angels  lay 
“  On  me  Almighty  Wrath  is  call  away. 

“  Call  back  thy  Thunders,  Lord,  hold  in  thy  Rage, 
“  Nor  with  a  Speck  of  Wretchednefs  engage  : 
tl  Forget  me  quite,  nor  Hoop  a  Worm  to  blame, 

“  But  lole  me  in  the  Greatnefs  of  thy  Name. 

“  Thou 
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“  Thou  art  all  Love,  all  Mercy,  all  Divine, 

“  And  dial!  I  make  thofe  Glories  ceafe  to  fhine  ? 

Shall  linful  Man  grow  great  by  his  Offence, 

“  And  from  its  Courfe  turn  back  Omnipotence  ? 

“Forbid  it !  and  oh  !  grant,  Great  God,  at  leaft 
“  This  one,  this  flender,  almoft  no  Requeft  ; 

“  When  I  have  wept  a  thoufand  Lives  away,’ 
u  When  Torment  is  grown  weary  of  its  Prey,' 

“  When  I  have  rav’d  ten  thoufand  Years  in  Fire,’ 
“  Ten  thoufand  Thoufands,  let  me  then  expire. 

Deep  Ariguifh  !  but  too  late  j  the  hopelefs  Soul 
Bound  to  the  Bottom  of  the  burning  Pool, 
Though  loth,  and  ever  loud  blafpheming  owns 
fle’s  juftly  doom’d  to  pour  eternal  Groans  ; 
Enclos’d  with  Horrors,  and  transfix’d  with  Pain,’ 
Rolling  in  Vengeance,  ftruggling  with  his  Chain  ( 
To  talk  to  fiery  Temp  efts,  to  implore 
The  raging  Flame  to  give  its  Burnings  o’er. 

To  tofs,  to  writhe,  to  pant  beneath  his  Load, 

And  bear  the  weight  of  an  offended  God. 

The  Favour’d  of  their  Judge  in  Triumph  move 
To  take  Pofleflion  of  their  Thrones  above  j 
Satan’s  accurs’d  Defertion  to  fupply, 

And  fill  the  vacant  Stations  of  the  Sky ; 

Aggin  to  kindle  long  extinguifh’d  Rays, 

And  with  new  Lights  dilate  the  heavenly  Blaze ; 

G  To 
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To  crop  the  Rotes  of  Immortal  Youth, 

And  drink  the  Fountain-Head  of  facred  Truth  $ 

To  fwim  in  Seas  of  Blifs,  to  ftrike  the  Strings 
And  lift  the  Voice  to  their  Almighty  King  ■, 

To  lofe  Eternity  in  grateful  Lays, 

And  fill  Heav’n’s  wide  Circumference  with  Praife. 

But  I  attempt  the  wond’rous  Height  in  vain, 
And  leave  unfinifh’d  the  too  lofty  Strain  :  v 
What  boldly  I  begin,  let  others  end  ; 

My  Strength  exhaufted  fainting  I  defcend, 

And  chufe  a  lefs,  but  no  ignoble  Theme, 

DilTolving  Elements,  and  Worlds  in  Flame. 

.  \ 

The  fatal  Period,  the  great  Hour  is  come. 

And  Nature  ftirinks  at  her  approaching  Doom  ; 
Loud  Peals  of  Thunder  give  the  Sign,  and  all 
Heav’n’s  Terrors  in  Array  iur round  the  Ball  ; 
Sharp  Lightnings  with  the  Meteors  Blaze  confpire. 
And  darted  downward  fet  the  World  on  fire  > 
Black  rifing  Clouds  the  thicken’d  Mther  choke. 
And  fpiry  Flames  fhoot  thro’  the  rolling  Smoke, 
With  keen  Vibrations  cut  the  fullen  Night, 

And  ftrike  the  darken’d  Sky  with  dreadful  Light : 
From  Heav’n’s  four  Regions  with  immortal  Force 
Angels  drive  on  the  Wind’s  impetuous  Courfe, 
T’enrage  the  Flame  ;  it  fpreads,  it  foars  on  high. 
Swells  in  the  Storm,  and  billows  through  the  Sky. 
Here  winding  Pyramids  of  Fire  afcend. 

Cities  and  Deferts  in  one  Ruin  blend  j 
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Here,  blazing  Volumes  ..wafted  overwhelm 
The  fpacious  Face  of  a  far  diliant  Realm  : 

Thdre  undermin’d,  down  rufh  eternal  Hills, 

The  neighbouring  Vales  the  vail  De  (fruition  fills. 

Hear’st  thou  that  dreadful  Crack  ?  that  Sound,  - 
which  broke 

Like  Peals  of  Thunder,  and  the  Centre  fhook  r 
What  Wonders  muff  that  Groan  of  Nature  tell  ? 
Olympus  there,  and  mightier  Atlas  fell  ; 

Which  feem’d  above  the  Reach  of  Fate  to  ftand, 

A  tow’ring  Monument  of  God’s  Right  Hand  j 
Now  Duft  and  Smoak,  whofe  Brow  fo  lately  fpread 
O’er  fhelter’d  Countries  its  diffufive  Shade. 

High  midft  the  Clouds  the  boiling  Ocean  roars, 
And  looks  far  down  on  his  decreafing  Shores  ; 
Leviathans  in  plaintive  Thunder  cry, 

In  diftant,  difmal  Pants  the  long-liv’d  Echoes  die. 

Shew  me  that  celebrated  Spot,  where  all 
The  various  Rulers  of  the  fever’d  Ball 
Have  humbly  fought  Wealth,  Honour,  and  Redref^ 
That  Land  which  Heav’n  feemed  diligent  to  bleis, 
Once  call’d  Britaiyi'm  :  Cart  her  Glories  end  ? 

And  can’t  furrounding  Seas  her  Realms  defend  : 

Alas  !  in  Flames  behold  furrounding  Seas  ! 

And  all  their  Waters  but  augment  the  Blaze. 

Some 
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Some  Angel  fay,  Where  ran  proud  Afuis  Bound, 
Or  where  with  F ruits  was  fair  Eunopa  crown’d  ? 
Where  ftretch  d  wafte  I^ybia  ?  where  did  India's 
Store 

'  *  (*?  ‘}r  ?  ' 

Sparkle  in  Diamonds,  and  her  golden  Oar  ? 

Each  loft  in  each,  their  mingling  Kingdoms  glow 
And  all  diflolv’d,  one  fiery  Deluge  flow  : 

Thus  Earth’s  Contending  Monarchies  are  join’d. 
And  a  full  Period  of  Ambition  find. 

b  '»  ’  > 

And  now  whate’er  or  fwims,  or  walks,  or  flies, 
Inhabitants  of  Sea,  of  Earth,  or  Skies  ; 

All  on  whom  Adam’s  Wifdom  fix’d  a  Name, 

All  plunge,  and  perifh  in  the  conquering  Flame. 

This  Globe  alone  would  but  defraud  the  Fire, 
Starve  its  devouring  Rage  :  The  Flakes  afpire, 
And  catch  the  Clouds,  and  make  the  Heav’n§  their 
Prey;  '  ”  ;  ,  ■  '  "  ::  :  0 

The  Sun,  the  Moon,  the  Stars  all  melt  away. 

And  leave  a  mighty  Blank  :  Involv’d  in  Flame, 
The  whole  Creation  finks  !  the  Glorious  Frame, 

In  which  ten  thoufand  Worlds  in  radiant  Dance, 
Orb  above  Orb  their  wondrous  Courfe  advance. 

By  that  o’er-ruling  Hand,  which  kindled  all 
The  Stars,  qnd  rounded  in  its  Palm  the  Ball, 

i  .  f  -  *  V 

Is  crufti’d  and  loft ;  no  Monument,  no  Sign, 
Where  once  fo  proudly  blaz’d  the  gay  Machine, 

So  Bubbles  on  the  foaming  Stream  expire, 
do  Sparks  that  fcatter  from  the  kindling  Fire  ; 

The 
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The  Pevaftatiohs  of  one  dreadful  Hour, 

■The Great  Creators  Six  Days  Work  devour. 


rr7 


r  f  rs  f < 


How  nch  that  Cjod  who  can  fuch  Charge  ■u.cirayj 
And  bear  to  fling  ten  thoufand  Worlds  away  ? 
Great  Wealth  !  and  yet  (yeNations  hear.!) one  Soul 
Has  more  to  boaft,  and  far  outweighs  the  whole  ; 
Exalted  in  fuperior  Excellence, 

Cafls  down  to  nothing,  fuch  a  vafl:  Expence, 

Have  ye  not  feen  th’  Eternal  Mountains  nod,  •  ■  • 
An  Earth  diflolving,  a  defcending  God  ? 

What  ltrange  Surprizes  thro’  all  Nature  ran  ? 

For  whom  thefe  Revolutions,  but  for  Man  ? 

For  him  Omnipotence  new  Meafures  takes, 

F or  him  through  all  Eternity  awakes  ? 

Pours  on  him  Gifts  fufficient  to  fupply 
Heav’n’s  Lofs,  and  with  frefh  Glories  fill  the  Sky. 


Think  deeply  then,  O  Man,  how  great  thou  art, 
Pay  thyfelf  Homage  with  a  trembling  Heart ; 
What  Angels  guard,  no  longer  dare  negledt. 
Slighting  thy  felf,  affront  not  God’s  Refpetf:. 

Enter  the  facred  Temple  of  thy  Breaft, 

And  gaze,  and  wander  there  a  ravifh’d  Gueft  ; 
Gaze  on  thofe  hidden  Treefures,  thou  fhalt  find, 
Wander  thro’  all  the  Glories  of  thy  Mind. 

Of  perfect  Knowledge,  fee,  the  dawning  Light 
Foretels  a  Noon  mod  exquifitely  bright  ! 

Here,  Springs  of  endlefs  Joy  are  breaking  forth  ! 
There,  buds  the  Promife  of  Celeftial  Worth  ! 

Worth, 
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Worth,  which  muft  ripen  in  a  happier  Clime, 

And  brighter  Sun,  beyond  the  Bounds  of  Time. 
Thou,  Minor,  canft  not  guefs  thy  vaft  Eftate, 
What  Stores,  on  foreign  Coafts,  thy  Landing  wait. 
Lofe  not  thy  Claim,  let  Virtue’s.  Paths  be  trod  ; 
Thus  glad  all  Heav’n,  and  pleafe  that  bounteous  God, 
Who  to  light  thee  to  Pleafures,  hung  on  high 
Yon  radiant  Orb,  proud  Regent  of  the  Sky  : 

That  Service  done,  its  Beams  fhall  fade  away. 

And  God  ihine  forth  in  one  Eternal  Day. 
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